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for James Locke 

decades and a continent lie between 
our hearts are never parted 
remember I love you 
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SEEKING THE SPRING 








Brigid. Dreams the Poet 


I want a poet 

with words of honey 

and bitter dregs 

of red Hungarian wine 

dressed in the bones of birds 

with wild 

ecstatic eyes 

and feet that dance the bonfire s rim 

I want a poet 
with many souls 
souls of mice 
and tigers 
souls of ravenous 
hungry ghosts 

and the singing souls of rivers 
of wallowing, bellowing buffalo 
souls of moths and geckos 

I want a poet 

with eyes of crystal shards 
that see through flesh 
and spy the hearts of trees 
and mountains’ bones 
with thin, strong fingers 
to pluck the hawthorns bloom 
in Beltain’s dawning dews 

I want a poet 

with ballads for breath 

and chants 

to scatter fear from the deeps of night 
or call the wren 
from her nest 

with spells to lay children to sleep 
and bind the rising moon 
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I want a poet 
with fur and claws 
and hot, panting tongue 
thirsty 

and seeking the spring 
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Forge 

I make this poem for you 
maker of poems 
with dunadh-e nding 
with singing sounds 
with liquid labials 
flowing 

I raise up my voice to you 
maker of throats 
framer of bodies 
shaper of hands 
and tongues 

flow through me 
sing through me 
spark me and 
mark me 

for I am yours 
I make this poem for you 
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Muirfien 


long among kelp strands I wandered 
swimming the sea 
silver with scales 
my voice a song in the wind 

no salmon’s mouth have I 
but human lips and tongue 
human eyes 
bright poet’s mind 
fingers like fins 
my silver tail flicking 

I long for the land 
shape half-shifted 
no foot shall strike stone 
nor leave wet trails in sand 

all traces of me vanished 
only my song remains 
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Dam 


A mountain is she 
standing as the highest peak, 
her blood flows clear water 
rising across the plain, 
lips spread wide 

to speak her names into the world. 
Canyons fill with her, 
the rising gorge walls 
her vast domain. 

Mother mountain 
river mother 

older than the Hawk of Aichill 
more ancient than language, 
spring and autumn alike 
her bold epiphany, 
lips spread wide 

to birth all things into the world. 

Mother mountain, river mother 

rooted fast in glacier’s path, 
strong as stone 
that stands against the sea, 
lips spread wide 
in loudest of groans 
that separates birth and death 
carrying all that lives 
into the cradle of earth, 
embracing our bones 
cupped in the hands of time 
like fruit in autumn sun, 
or wolfcubs in dark dens, asleep 
high on a mountain’s side. 
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Mother mountain 
river mother 

arc of her breast caressed by sky 
whose winds are lovers hands, 
a mountain is she. 
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BrigAmbue 


if you believe I am the comforting mother 
you are wrong 

if you believe only in the creation of my forge 
you are wrong 

if you believe my songs are only to praise 
you are wrong 

I am the cainte 

singing curses on my enemies 
I am the destroying flame 
I am the wolf 

who lays low the tyrant 
I am wrath and fury blazing 
I am the brown swan rising from the lake 
I am the torch in the hand of every diberg 
I am the poison of satire and pain 
I am the anger that calls to justice 
I am the foot that treads upon evil 
I am the fear in the hearts of oppressors 
I am the shield against every attack 
I am the courage that streams in your veins 
I am the death of every illusion 

my children shatter every binding chain 
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Suibhne 1 


my verse is sharp 
as the sword of winter 
cold and cutting 
eviscerating 

like a black feather on a raven 

like a black feather on my wing 

my voice is sharp 
as a ravens croak 
hollow in frost 
biting and raw 

my poems burn like stars 

they fall like spears from the oil-black sky 
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Suibhne i 


my madness is like yours 
the horror of events astray 
blood all around us 
terror of truth 
storm of sounds 

thunder and bird cries 
howling of wolves 
memory mangled 

the past will not leave us 
no peace is persistent 

everything mocks us 
breaching the borders 
evil abounds 

I am free in the forest far 
from all fields 

only the voice of the wren will soothe 
stags in company 
belling 

babble of brook the sound of my heart 

forcefully fleeing 
you leap from the ledges 
I fearlessly follow 

spreading my wings 
I fly 
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Suibhne} 


down at Gleann Bolcain 

moss and watercress grow 

we meet and speak in council 

birds of a feather 

our cloaks are ragged wings 

we flew once 

in bright, bloodied battle 

but blood was too much 

red in our sleeping 

red in our waking 

red in our words 

here by the water we 

dance 

like cranes 

here under hazels 

speaking of flying 

wearying travels 

fear in our blood 

no healing the past 

wearing our feathers we 

speak 

like starlings 

perched on precarious branches 
our colloquy of madness 
wild-eyed 
soul-barren 

we whisper of times to come 
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Miach'sGift 


they say my father was jealous 
they say 
i had more skill 

they say a lot of things 

yet without him 

Nuadha would have no silver hand 

without him 

no diagnosing 
no charm for thorn 
no healing skill 
no well of slaine 

without our battle 
without my wounding 
without my death 

without that cairn of stones 

no herbs for wounds and strains 
no green and verdant cloak 
no cures for all your ills 

my body is 

your garden 

my flesh 

your healing meat 

each joint and sinew a day of the year 
growing from fertile soil 
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Aimed’ s (Reason 


my brothers knife is sharper 
than any cainte s tongue 
severing sickness 
surgeon supreme 

i laid my cloak upon his cairn 
plucked the herbs 
laid them in lines 
sorted by symptoms 
parted his bones 

rising from stone 

Dian Cecht 
when i was done 
he shook my cloak 
he cast the herbs 

they fled on the wind 
blown like feathers in the sky 

there was a reason 

knowledge is earned 
wisdom grows like trees 
still 
slow 
subtle 

no one should be immortal 
even stars and planets die 

so my wisdom 
must be sought 
sown like seeds 

tended in the garden of your heart 
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Descent 


1. NEDU 

i watch as you approach 
you 

in your arrogance 

living 

my skin shifts 

bones and muscles twisting 

what face shall i wear to bring you fear? 


you who live 

this is not your place 

i scratch your name in the wall 
lost among billions of names 
who have passed this way before 

your name is the first thing you lose 

2. ENKISHAR 

even gods have felt my sharp fingers 

between their ribs 

tearing 

what need have you for heart or lungs 
here? 

no breath escapes your lips 
even now 

no name 

binds you to the world 
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spill your blood here 
among the echoing caverns 
their walls have seen rising floods 
oceans 

now dried brown 

you must be hollow to enter 

3. ENDASHURIMMA 
life is shit 

you think you’ll walk away but 
if you pass my watch you’ll be 
gutless 
twitching 

intestines glistening 
strung from stinking walls 
strewn as offal on the path 

you’ve had your last meal 
i know what you ate 
the smell of your fear 
the dark earth of your shit 
my food 

you have no lungs to scream 

4. ENURALLA 


who are you child 


child 


who are 


who 


child 


ild 


ild 
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hollow 


like bones sucked of marrow 
marrow 

echoing 


without name 

you come 
without heart 

you come 

without bowels or lungs 
you come 

and i will tear away 
your voice 
your tales 
your songs 

i will take them for my own 
to join my choir 

choir 

yes 

when you are silent 
then only 
you may pass 

may pass 

pass 


choir 


5. NERUBANDA 

your flesh decays 

food for worms 
your very shape is lost 
consumed 
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and i consume what eats you 

wiggling 

wriggling 

falling away 

fat with your flesh 

it is the perfect circle 

what muscle is left stands here 
trembling 

before my polished gate 
thin, bloody shreds on bone 

my gate is black obsidian 
finer than Ishtar s blue enamels 
what you see reflected 
is body-truth 
writhing 

worm-food 
i will swallow you 

6. ENDUSHUBA 

none who pass this way return 

empty within 
empty without 
i take what sustains you 

no breath 
no pulse 
no voice 

no food 
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you starve for light and bread 
and music 

you starve for warmth and beer 
and incense 

i take the grain of your soul 
you cannot sprout 
you will not rise 
the yeast of your hope 
dies 

in my hands 

your drying bones rustle 

desolate 

as you pass 

7. ENNUGIGI 

your dry bones click 
and rustle 
on the path 

you may go no further 
nameless 
breathless 
bodiless 
lifeless 

i will carve your bones 
hollow your thighs to flutes 
sever your joints with my blade 

sharp obsidian 
marks 
what’s left 

whittles bones to lace 
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flecks of bone dust fall 
like snow at my feet 
drift in the slow dark air 

only your dust may pass 
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gates 


did you go down 
into the depths 
down 

below stark brown waters 
down 

into mystery 
down 

into the light of your own soul 

keepers of the gates of night 
of the stars 

beyond the stretch of the sun-boat’s oars 
receive him 

he is the god born of waters 

born of the nile 

born of the eyes of his lover 

he is the god born of black locks 
bom of mourning 
born of desire 

he stands at the gates of night 
at the gates of the place of Ereshkigal 
at the gates of ivory and horn 
stands 

his name a power for throwing open gates 

his name a power for throwing open hearts 

his name a power for throwing open the lotus of blood 

did you go down 
into the depths 
down 

below stark brown waters 
down 

into mystery 
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let Khnum open the gates 
send forth the flood 
Antinous has come 
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Venatio Aprt: Boar Hunt' 


Today I prove myself to him 
Prove that I am more than beauty 
More than youthful grace of form 

With spear in hand 

I shall take my horse between my knees, champing at his bit 
I shall command the hounds, eager and baying 
My hand will be sure and firm 
My strike will be true 
I shall not falter in the face of danger 

The eyes of my prey will glisten 

Fierce with bristling rage 

But I shall be fiercer than boars 

Fiercer than slashing, bloodied tusks 

My prey shall fall before my strength 

For it is not youth and beauty that prevail 

ft is courage 

And steady hand 

And foresight grown to wisdom 
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Hadrian's Beard 


she had her own Greek leanings 
like her husband’s 
delight in his string of ephebes 
scattered from north Britannia 
out to furthest Egypt 
a strand of perfect pearls 
stretching across his empire 

she was pleased enough 

he left her to her own pursuits 
living in the shadow of the Bithynian 
the one he loved 
his best-beloved 
stolen from the lion’s jaws 

love 

was not at issue 

she was no more than an adornment 
a beard for his image 
like the beard on his chin 
dark and curled 

like the hair of his dark-eyed boy 
they hunted 

she lay in the arms of her own dark-eyed loves 

in Rome’s rich abundance 

soft of breast 

warm olive skin 

laughing mouths and 

bright, white teeth 

Sappho’s own daughters 

singing 
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Kernophoria 


ochre ochre 

red walls 
red hand 
red stone 

think back before 
before the stars had names 
before the days had names 
before the hours had names 

before time before time 

we danced 

womanshadows on red walls 
to bell sound drum sound 
wailing voice sound 
we of hand and belly and breast 
dancing the dance of always 
over and over 

red stone 
red walls 
ochre ochre 
red hand 
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Nemesis 

Also deadly Nyx bore Nemesis to afflict mortal man - Hesiod 

I was not always fury’s sword 
judgment’s scales 

you fear me but I am only balance 
justice 

I give only what is due 

Hadrian’s Freemen worshipped me - 
to them my face was kindly 
my sword struck off their chains 

I bring bright fortune 
holy retribution 
cosmic restoration 

no man knows my origins 
daughter of Okeanos 
or Nyx 
of Erebus 
or Zeus 

the poets do not agree 

only I know the name of the mother who bore me 

I am called beloved 
I am called implacable 

they say my vultures feast on the bowels of my enemies 
they are right 
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Abraxas 


The first angel of my wrath cries out 
with the tongue of a bird - 
ARAl! ARAl! 

Bright spears of fire and stars rain down. 

Golden Helios walks before me 
crying out the dawn 
singing my hymns 

singing LAILAM with a voice of flame 
burning on his lips. 

He blinds my enemies with his voice. 

I encompass all 

my body the bright horizon 

my body is radiance and the light of creation 

my body the brilliance in the soul of all things. 

The fire of my being purifies all evil. 

I set the stars in their places 
still in the night sky 

holding the pin of heaven about which eternity revolves. 

Even Horus must cry out in wonder at my power. 

I am the number and the days of the year - 
I am time itself 

my foot like a serpent weighing down the necks of my enemies. 
Thoth raises his paws at my coming. 

I am the cry of the cock at dawn 

the red wings of the eagle 

bright with the blood of my prey 

and upon my breast 

holy words of destruction 

holy words of creation 

holy breath that breathes with all that lives. 

By the seal with my form, work wonders. 
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ScshaV 


I am neither daughter 
nor wife 

the ibis came to me to learn his trade 

I am the Mistress of the House of Books 
the stylus and the cord were mine already 
when time came to dawn 
before all others 
I - 1 I 

touched stylus to papyrus 

wrote the first words in brilliant inks 

my name was the first name written 
my star was the first in the heavens 
my house was the first filled with wisdom 

all you know, you have learned from me 
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jyour lighv 


a game, Khonsu 
the moon-beaked said 
a wager 
for your light 
a fragment of your light 

the senet board between them 
the throwing sticks between them 
the board pieces between them 
lapis flecked with gold 
lapis like the night 
lapis like stars in the night 

lapis like the eyes of Thoth 
gleaming 

a game, Khonsu 
the moon-beaked said 
here, look, the move is made 
the House of Thoth 
a piece on the board 

the senet board with rows of ivory squares 

Khonsu tossed his sticks 

Thoth tossed his sticks 

they moved their lapis pieces 

moved them to Osiris on the Bark 

moved them to the House of Repeating Life 

moved them to the House of Nets 

Khonsu held in the House of Nets 
his lapis pieces held behind 

a game, Khonsu 

the moon-beaked said 

my piece on the House of Rejuvenation 

he tossed the sticks again 
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the lapis game-piece 

Khonsu s game-piece 

upon the Waters of Chaos landed 

the moon-beaked snatched it up with a laugh 

hawk-eyed Khonsu shook his feathery head 
his head with the full moon’s face upon it 
placed another piece 

they tossed their sticks 

the moon-beaked and the falcon-eyed 

tossed their sticks 

clattering upon the board 

the senet board with rows of ivory squares 

Thoth’s pieces lined up 
lapis pieces on the board 
on good 
on bad 
on three 
on two 

on Re-Harakhty s square 
the moon-beaked smiled 
your light 

the moon-beaked said 
a fragment of your light 
a seventieth of your light 
a portion of your light 

the light was given 

from the hand of Khonsu to the hand of Thoth 
a glimmer 
a beam 

a flicker through clouds at night 
a flicker in the fingers of Thoth 
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in the palm of Thoth 
glowing in his palm 

he fashioned days 

the Keeper of Days 

the Lord of Days and Nights 

the Maker of Time fashioned days 

five days between years 

five days when Five Gods were born 

five days for Nut giving birth 

five days when curses did not hold 

five days untouched by Re 

he fashioned days the moon-beaked one 

your light 

the moon-beaked said 
and smiled 
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LostTexV 

From the Book of Coming Forth By Day; the journey of the Boat of Millions of Years 

praise and honor to the gods of this place 
praise and honor to their eyes which are the sun and the moon 
praise and honor to their tongues which speak creation 
praise and honor to them who sail the boat of eternity 

this is the boat of millions of years: 
the night sky 
my body 

i am filled with stars and every part of me is filled with stars 
the night sky 
my body 

my belly, my breasts 
are filled with stars 
my hands, my thighs 
are filled with stars 
my tongue, my lips 
are filled with stars 

the boat of millions of years is filled with stars 

the sun rides in the boat of millions of years 
nut is the sea upon which it sails 
night is the sea upon which it sails 
it is ra at the rudder 
it is horus at the oar 

praise and honor to the gods of this place 
praise and honor to the openers of the ways 
open thou the gates of the horizon 
shine forth from the eastern pillar of heaven 
sail forth upon the sea of day 
sail forth in the reed boat of the sun 
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sail into the sea of night 

day and night are the face of eternity 

day and night are the eyes of the gods 

this is the boat of millions of years: 
the night sky 
my body 
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WALKING TO CHARLEMONT 






Standing on a Pier, 1964 


standing on a pier 
in our Sunday best 

smell of creosote and salt tang sting my nose 

she holds my hand and tiptoes 

peers 

“look - can you see him? 
there he is” 

from amid the sea of knees 
a long grey ship 
moving 

a line of men 
in navy 

and white caps 
she points 

ropes fly down, are spun around 
chocks and bollards 

whistles 

voices amplified 

the gangplank down 
a torrent of men 

forest of navy legs and shiny shoes 
seabags sounding hollow thumps 
as sailors greet wives and lovers 
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“is that him?” - “no” 

“is that him?” - “no” 

“is that him?” - “no!” 

when you see only knees 
all men in cracker jacks 
are daddy 
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On the 3attenk.Hl 

for my father, on the river 

I. 

the fisherman 
will rise before dawn 
to catch the hatch 
iridescent insect wings 
to bring 

back to his camp 
fur and feathers 
thread and 
tiny hooks 
the arcane tools 
of his art 
nimble fingers 
making mystic passes 
like a shaman 
beckoning 
his bone creation 
to life 

II. 

mayflies 
their season 
only hours 

born without mouths 
for them 
only love 
and death 

and the belly of a trout 

III. 

tiny hooks are clothed 
in feather and fur and thread 
mayfly illusions 
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Sugaring 

for BH 

How can I answer this question? 

Should I speak of winter, of bone-cracking cold? 

Shall I tell you of dark mornings by the wood stove, 
watching my breath rise in clouds, waiting for warmth? 

We would sit by the light of kerosene lamps, their glow absorbed 

by stove-black, 

by the scent of burning pine. 

I do not miss the cold, or the work of the woodpile. 

I do not miss 
the axe. 

Childhood is gone. I have gone from my Berkshires 
to a different life. 

I have shed my down and grown flight feathers. 

My heart has found a new home, in boughs of cedar and the 
salt-washed Sound. 

I am glad of the rain, of mica skies over grey-green isles. 

I welcome the distance between myself and that hill time, 
that child’s place. 

But this I remember - this I cherish: 

the black moonless sky was sharp and clear and the stars 

of themselves lit the snow. 

Late February brought the growing sun, began the months-long thaw. 
There was longing in me; longing for spring, 
and the sweet scent of maple in the air. 

This was the season of sugar, of light returning, 
of tapping maples, 

watching the slow drip of sap into bucket, 
sweet icicles forming on the tap. 

We gathered sweet water, the blood of maples: 
the cold clear blood of spring. 
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The sugarhouse was bare weathered wood, silver in snow, and steam 
rose in the still, clear air. 

I remember this: 

A single drop of cream stills the foam on boiling sap. 

Fire in the sugarhouse warms the deep core of being. 

The scent of maple hangs in the sky like milkweed seed in summer. 
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SmallboaV 


Sailors 
like seagulls 
wait on the dock 
pacing, 
preening, 

talking in twos and threes. 

Beneath their feet 

the wake rolls in 

slapping wet boards 

rising into cracks, 

oily pulse of living waters, 

liquid fingers pushing upward 

grasping feet 

as the smallboat pulls in. 
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Bangor, 1982 


In my hands 
cryptic messages 
fragments of code 

sent on satellites to Tridents out at sea. 

Outside the gate 
monks are chanting 

namu myoho renge kyo, 
peace-invoking words 
on banners in the wind. 

Sailors shout deprecations, 
say we’re right, 
preserving peace 
at any cost. 

Here in mist 
on cool still waters 

first strike zone, 

submarines and missiles, 
deadly force 

to keep state secrets safe. 

In my hands 
is Shiva 

world-destroyer, 

dancing the dance of oblivion. 

In my hands 
ground zero. 

Outside the gate 
monks are chanting. 
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PSNS (Puget Sound Naval Shipyard ) 


chess 

below the waterline 

cold steel deck and winter waters 

we’ve been out 

in driving December rain 

out to the belly of the beast 

hull open in drydock 

a whale stripped for oil and flesh 

stench of diesel stink of cold stale air 

standing firewatch 

pipes and cables twist 

in the belly of behemoth 

sinew and intestines of a groaning metal beast 

wet clothes and jacket hold no heat 

we take our breaks 

on the crew barge 

cold below the waterline 

my hair drips 

slow drops 

on the chessboard 

stiff fingers move a knight 

red to black 

we shiver in company 

four men and me 

doing time below the waterline 

last break we sat 

rats on coils of rope and cable 

hidden in a forward hold 

toking by flashlight 

trying to warm 

fingers 

lungs 

our pipe a coke can 

tossed over the side when done 

no evidence 

four more hours of cold and rain 
then back to the barracks 
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bishop counters knight 
everyone watches 
stratagems to distract 
from aching bones 
wet hands in wet pockets 
wet feet going numb 
next week’s captain’s mast 
three moves to mate 
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ympty spaces 


my sorrow 

when it’s filled 

is made of music 

long with melancholy, 

somber, 

echoing 

as in a cathedral 

my sorrow 
when it’s filled 
is made of poems, 
roiling boiling words 
wild words 

words of wind and empty places 

my sorrow 
when it’s filled 
is made of friends 
and voices, 
rain and trees 
and fallen leaves 

my sorrow 
when it’s filled 
transforms 
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Willamette Valley Winter 


trees in mist 

are bent like old grey women 
clothed in white and silver 

whispering 

knobbed and gnarly joints 
in crystal lacquer 
like Chinese boxes 

they murmur 

rub their hands together 
pale as evening shadows 
on soft lace gowns of snow 
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9 ioh, February 1996 


mid-morning 

past Lake Crescent to the Hoh 
raven spreads his wings 
against 
fine grey mist 

mountains 

half-shaven 

snow clings among stumps 

curved belly of fir cradles my back 

the dense 

mossy silence 

deep with the hiss 

of 

falling 

snow 
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ceilidh 


night in Seattle 

and the widening ceilidh circle 
ring of music 
ring of wild, warm hearts 
expands to fill the room 

people playing 
dancing 

singing puirt a beul 

fiddle and flute 
bodhran and whistle 
stomping feet and the 
bright, quick fingers 
on their strings 

come - sit! 

lift a pint with me! 

bend an elbow 

as elbows bend to harp 

or drum 

bend to mandolin’s embrace 

ring of music 

ring of wild, warm hearts 

we 

together 

are the widening ceilidh circle 
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all the stars art jailing 

not the sky, no, but 
the stars 
each of them 
falling 

algol and aldebaran, alkaid and arcturus 
and pollux and procyon and spica 
el nath and alnilam and hamal 

canopus falls and capella, whole constellations 
falling 

falling on towns and villages 
falling on kirkuk and zubair 
falling on mosul 
falling on baghdad 

falling like petals of cherry blooms 

that fell on nagasaki 

falling like rain on chernobyl 

falling on new york and Washington 
and a field in Pennsylvania 


falling on us all 

the stars are falling 

soon, in the night 
sky, 

nothing at all 
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Walking to Charlemont^ 


sometimes I close my eyes 
and think of Charlemont 
think of summer nights 
walking the mountain road 
long ruts in the earth 
climbing the green mountains 
silent but for the rush of water 
in the brook below 
cold stream over stones 
walking to Charlemont 

apple trees have deer at dusk 
grazing in late summer 
in the forest’s orchard clearings 
in the falling light 

they are grey as the stones of the road 
grey as the coming night 
and the stones of lichened walls 
defining the shape of nowhere 
deer and ghosts are with me 
walking to Charlemont 

sugar maple, white birch and black 
I know the taste of their twigs 
cold and sweet between my teeth 
know the song of the cardinal 
the pip of the chickadee 
scent of fern and white pine 
color of goldenrod 
lining the long dirt road 
winding through the mountain 
walking to Charlemont 

on summer nights 
the people dance 
high over rushing water 
under the roof of the bridge 
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playing guitars and fiddles 
watching the face of the moon 
clapping their hands to music 
sawdust and the hollow boom of feet 
swaying with stars and fireflies 
walking to Charlemont 
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this is a map to nowhere 
marked on the leaves of my skin 
veins tracing rivers of truth 
tidelands of loss 
streams of subsistence 
deltas the palms of my hands 
bones grown reefs and ligament 
shoals 

my body the ocean of time 
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Digressions 


when I am old 

and by that I don’t mean achy joints or creaky bones or anything because I woulda 
been old ages ago and oy ! well maybe I’ll have more grey hair but you know, I had my 
first grey hair at 23 

or maybe that was the whiteout, but nah, when I tugged it from my bangs it was clear 
as crystal like a little fiberoptic tube, though this was before fiberoptics were the big 
thing, you know 

and really, what’s old ? Is it the years or the mileage? Cuz man, I got me some mileage - 
anyway, when I am old 
I shall wear purple 

then again, that’s pretty passe these days, and most of my friends have a head start on 
that purple thing and how many people in purple wearing bumpy Klingon heads can 
you really see at a con before it starts to get ordinary 

and when I am old 

maybe I’ll bow a little to social propriety 

like maybe I’ll stop wearing my hair green and dye it sapphire blue or something 
instead, but I really like green, so maybe I won’t 

and when I am old 

maybe I’ll get a little more conservative (shee-yeah right) 

and by that I mean maybe I’ll go from Anarcho-Green to some kinda Kropotkinist 
Libertarian, but without the guns and all, or the hang-ups about property rights and 
UN invasions and stockpiling food for nuclear winter because just plain old winter’s 
cold enough for me, thanks 

and when I am old 
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maybe I’ll slow down a little 

though I was pretty slow in my 30’s, what with that stay in the psych ward and 
spending two years holed up in my house and watching cooking shows on the Dis- 
covery Channel and Gilligan’s Island reruns and I’ve actually kinda speeded up in 
the last few years anyway what with getting a car and all 

and when I am old 

maybe I’ll choose my movies more carefully, and be snootier about ’em 

and watch Plan 9 From Outer Space, and go to more midnight showings of the Rocky 
Horror Picture Show (and sing Magenta - ”touch-a touch-a touch-a touch me, I wan- 
na be diiiiirty! thrill me chill me fulfill me, Creature of the Night!" - in costume), 
and laugh at the creepy parts of The Seventh Seal, or maybe tell everyone I’m in love 
with Klaus Kinski in Nosferatu, or at least all those cute rats 

and when I am old 

I may try on some dignity for a change 

and write Serious Fiction instead of writing fanfic and poetry about sex and having 
late night musings on Smurfs and their cumulative effect on the impending heat 
death of the universe and sitting online in IRC making geeky smarter-than-thou 
puns with my friends and hanging out with the SCA in clashing plaid and singing 
songs about dead people 

and stuff like that 

and when I am old 

I mean, really old 

like as in marry me off and settle me down old 
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even though I’ve had three husbands and more lovers and flings and passionate 
interludes than I can quite remember or keep track of 

but, like, 

when I am old 

please, by all the gods 

don’t let me be boring. 
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THE NIGHT SUTRA 







The Night Sutra 


The stars become you, God of Dreams, great formless Night; 
we follow you like wind follows the voice of the heavens, 
into diamonds and indigo. We follow you as the moon follows 
the arc of the sky, into the cold green depths of the sea. 

You are the Raven of Sleep, plucking out the eyes of dreamers; 
you carry them into secrets, into the vaults of time. Your wings 
are feathered in iron and jet. They burn the between places 
with their passing. We see with the eyes of foxes and lynx. 

You hold in your hands the mirror of illusion, the bright sword of truth, 
prophecy’s cup, terror’s constricting coil. You dance on the backs 
of dreamers, treading them to bone and blood, to dust and ashes. 

We are bound to the blade of your vision; we see with the eyes of spirits. 

There are songs in your domain, sung from the throats of owls, 
the tongues of wolves, out from the mouths of whales. They are fluid 
as glass, brittle as leaves, strong as the jeweled net of Indra. 

You are the Singer of Dreams, the Thousand-Mouthed, shattering silence. 

You are the Eyeless One, far-seeing, blind. You are paradox clothed in the rags 
of logic. Your language is liquid; we drink poems from your lips, taste fear 
at the heart of our understanding. Your face is illumed by fireflies. 

You are cut of sapphire and lapis, rimed in midnight blue. 

We follow you as silence follows echo, into the void of space. You are 
Herdsman of Nightmares; death is in your wake. The hooves of your 
horses ring out like cymbals, like drums, like the beating of hearts 
in dread’s bone embrace. We are chained by the strength your passion. 

Our discipline is vision and attention; we walk the forest of disquiet 
with bare feet. We are marked by spirits. We see with the eyes of cicadas. 

The gifts you grant are clarity, uncertainty, and awe. We breathe in the fire of wonder, 
stilled by the might of your coming. Dreaming, the stars become you. 
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On the Nature of Dreams 


Do not speak of them loudly, 
or often. 

Whispers are more suited, less dangerous 
to the soul and the containment 

of their powers. 

They are like the tails of comets; 
they must be seen by looking 
elsewhere. 

The razor of vision shreds them and 

steals their substance, but the sparks they strike 

will burn away your flesh. 

It is not safe here. 

Look away. 

Wolves move in dreams. They perform 
strange rites involving ancient herbs and 
the tiny shells of sea creatures; 
they offer 

dangerous knowledge. 

Their mysteries involve 
dust, 

and non-Euclidean temples. 

Burn incense for them. Paint the faces 
of dreams 

in the womb of the earth. 

Leave a hand-print in red ochre 
to mark your passage. 

Their power flares with the fire of a thousand suns, 
tears bones from sinew, boils 
truth in the cauldron of the wise, 

makes thunder beings deaf with its roar. 


60 


It is crucial to contain this storm within 
the circle of the red lodge. 

The stones of the fire ring act as anchors 
in the dizzying currents of time 
and the heavy 
dance 

of the earth. 

Hold your focus. 

When held between the palms of the hands, 
dreams lend 
fragments of their 
light. 

They have the cold glow of fireflies 
at absolute zero. 

Without them, there is no summer. 

Wingless, dreams circle the peaks of the highest mountains. 
You cannot capture them 
in nets. 

They will take you up in their jaws 
and drop you from the top of 
the tree 

at the center of being. 

Catch hold of its leaves. 

Its resin is the scent of lightning. 

Dragons sleep in its branches. 

The tread of their clawed feet echoes 
in dark labyrinths. 

Their eyes are mirrors, reflecting 
every secret, 

offering illusions of distortion. 

Logic 

is their strange bedfellow. 
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The falcon gods know 
the delicate art 

of their interpretation; it is shared 
by means of an elixir of 
terrifying sweetness. Only the 
first three drops 
must wet your lips. 

All else is deadly. 

The power of dreams is found 
on the edge 
of eternity, 

but like uranium, you cannot carry it with you. 
Like water, 

it flows easily away; 

it assumes the shape of that which contains it. 
They reveal the songs of spirits. 

Barnacles grow 

on their sides. They feed on the souls of 
the sleeping, 
carry away secrets. 

Disguise yourself 
and steal them back. 

Wear the mask and feathers of the trickster, 

bones tied to your ankles, 

red paint on your back; 

pierce your flesh with shards of obsidian 

as sacrifice, 

as gift to the spirits. 

Dance beneath the sun tree 
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to call down their shapes. 
Be cautious 
but daring. 

They demand respect 

but give none. 
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Mandrake 


i. 

cattails and yellow flags 
ripples on the water 

stars circle overhead 
caverns of the night 

dark shapes of pollywogs 
a strand of jet and crystal 

vine tendril fingers 
feathers in the moonlight 

twining smoke of incense 
the scent of mint and tansy 

broad leaves of red and green 
an ordinary radish 

root child with leaves for hair 
a blanket wove of rushes 

orange lichen on a stone 
clouds and sea forever 

island in a marsh 

the mandrake root is magic 

secret writing in the sand 
treasure in the midden 

II. 

root child with leaves for hair 
rags tied to a tree branch 

root child with leaves for hair 
mystery of birth 
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root child with leaves for hair 
buried in the earth 

root child with leaves for hair 
pale ivy sinews 

root child with leaves for hair 
a scarlet rowan berry 

root child with leaves for hair 
pulsing heart of silence 

root child with leaves for hair 
flesh of moss and mud 

root child with leaves for hair 
an empty house at twilight 

root child with leaves for hair 
soft fur of foxes 

root child with leaves for hair 
eyes of black and lapis 

III. 

I found her at the verge of a pond, wrapped in a blanket of leaves and cattails. 
What a strange miracle she was! A plant child, a root child, her hair of leaves, 
mint and dock and lavender. Twining fingers clung to her blanket, spiraling 
tendrils of ivy and wild grapevines. Adorning her neck and scattered through 
her leaves were strands of toads’ eggs, the tiny embryonic tadpoles moving and 
twitching within the gelatinous ropes. Her eyes, o her eyes were great gaping 
chasms of darkness, flecked like lapis, endless caverns of the night sky, and they 
followed my movements with eerie silence. Her breath was scented with the 
sharp tang of tansy. She was no radish, no ordinary root dug from a garden or 
pulled from the wet, sucking mud. What faery race had left her here, alone at 
the waters edge? 
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IV. 

broad leaves of red and green 
the mandrake root is magic 

cattails and yellow flags 
dark shapes of pollywogs 

secret writing in the sand 
an empty house at twilight 

mystery of birth 
pulsing heart of silence 

root child with leaves for hair 
treasure in the midden 
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Insomnia 


mice 
in walls 
rustling 

quiet tick of toenails 
small sound of gnawing 
wear away the 
bones 
of the night 
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On the Origin of Dreams 


They fall from the north star 
on meteors, 

purified in brilliant atmospheric fires; 
alien spores 

grown to ripeness in caverns of sacred oblivion. 

No priestess resides in this temple. 

The fungal forms of dreams creep 
silently 

into the brain through the 
spiraling tubes of the inner ear. 

They live in the ancient reptile brain, 
that part of us that remembers 
Cambrian ooze, 

the sharp scent of blood on scales, 
of sex and rain 
and death. 

Bees carry them like pollen 
into their sweet, buzzing hives. 

They dance then, drawing the arc of infinity 
to mark the place of the sun, 
the place where dreams grow 
in flowers. 

Stones dream 

of magma, of sedimentary time, 
and the groaning, 
shuddering earth. 

The temple of dreams is hollow. 

They are born of echoes. 

Sometimes they strike sparks in the 
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bodies of rattles. 

Dreams have animal forms, with fur, 
with bones 

and teeth. These are known to inhabit 

underworld forests, 

the roots of trees, 

the space between the eyes. 

Their gaze will set you aflame. 

Their touch causes 

subtle vibrations 

in the dark fabric of memory. 

The dreams of rivers are long and fluid. 

Salmon glide through them, insubstantial spirits 
dreaming of the sea. 

They drip from stalactites 

among pale, blind insects and phosphorescent lichen. 

Their colors are not of the visible spectrum. 

Some dreams have mouths 
but do not speak. 

They spiral like ferns from beds of moss. 

Their compound eyes distinguish ten-thousand shades 
of red. 

Sometimes they leave trails, like slugs. 

Bright, spiny dreams prick the backs of the 
eyelids. These urchin dreams whisper 
in long-forgotten tongues. 

If you listen to their tonal shifts, the meaning 
changes. 

Strange gods preside in this temple. 
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They move in the shape of 
mandrake roots 

draped with strands of the eggs of frogs, 
their black eyes filled with stars. 

A web of gems connects them. 

They are found in the dew on the first 
morning of May. 

Some dreams rise, glowing, 
from the forge. 

These metal dreams are etched with 
intricate designs. They have gears and levers inside. 
Their movement is slower 
at sea level. 

They cannot achieve the speed of sight. 

Urban dreams wear running shoes 
with red lights in their heels. 

They ask for money at bus stops. 

Rats live in their veins. They only come 
in grey. 

Owls know the names 
of dreams. 

So do badgers, but they’re not talking. 

To know the name of a dream, you must 

go to the top of a mountain; 

the glaciers will tell you what to do. 

The doors to the temple do not open if you knock. 

They are born of the smoke of dry leaves. 

Certain herbs contain 
their seeds. When crushed 
and mixed with the milk of a 
one-eyed sow, 
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they reveal the future. 

Some of these seeds are held in the 

fingers 

of the dead. 

The knowledge of their cultivation may be found 
in the depths of sea trenches, 
among glowing fish whose mouths are 
larger than their bodies. 

There is a secret to breathing water. 

You must inhale 

very 

slowly. 

Parrots dream 

of pythons, of ripe fruit, and 

entheogenic vines. 

They conceal themselves 

in drums. Painted symbols reveal which ones, 

but there is no legend for the map. 

Sometimes the songs of wrens can be used 
to interpret the designs. 

Some dreams are of the substance of clouds. 

They are solid during the 

eclipse 

of the moon. 

In their bird forms, 

dreams make nests in the pineal gland. 

Leaping, they perform a crane dance; 

thunder is in their wings. Do not observe for too long. 

The sound of dreams can only be described as 
ululation, or perhaps a deep, thrumming buzz; 
a wall of echoes, 
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a stream of vibrating skins. 

At the heart of each dream is a spark 
of dark fire, 

the hue of the sky in the hour 
just before midnight. 

Blackberries clutch dreams 
in their thorns. 

This temple is paved with crystal and jet. 

They seep with the juice of succulents 
onto the desert floor. This juice can be 
imbibed when distilled 
with the blood of a dragon. 

With it, you can see spirits. 

Their guardians are fierce, but ultimately 
gentle. 

They will answer questions, 
sometimes, 

but never in a way you will understand. 

Some dreams are born of the collision of tachyons. 
They leave their traces 
in cloud chambers. 

The planet dreams 
of the center, 

of the loving caress of gravity. 

The halls of this temple are endless. 
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On Seeking Dreams 


dreams dwell in the high places 
the deep places the far places 
your desire for them 
illumes 

their faces specks the night 

with their firefly breath 
you must want them 
need them 
enough to cry out 
wail the song of the wind 
the screeling cry of seabirds 
pour out the wine of your soul 
to discover their names 

dreams are hidden 

beneath stones 

in the garden of the moon 

white as grubs or the thin angular roots 

of poppies 

rise like cicadas once in seventeen years 
climb the pale ladder of dry rib bone 

make your eyes the eyes 

of chameleons of bees 

eyes of moles 

perceiving shadow 

the color of thunder the edge 

in the voices of the mad 

you must want them 
enough to burn 
with the phoenix in her nest 
knowing that you will 
not 

rise 

your desire 


73 


fills them with incense dances 
on blue lotus feet before the altars 


of ancient gods 
need them 

seek dreams among the silent 

feathers of owls among the tunnels of ants 

in the fur of bears on the river 

in the spots on the sides of salmon 

returning 

in the middle month once in seven years 
drink from the spring 
and the five rivers flowing 

hazel-grown your desire 

feeds the mouths of hungry dreams 

opens their tongues of fire bums 

their memory 

on shards of glass 

you must want them so much 

that 

mountain spirits wake 
cougar spirits lick your hands 

jay spirits cry your name 
need them 
like floodwaters 

forsaking their banks with need of valleys 
to seek them 

you must learn the slow rumbling speech 
of dreams 
it has no grammar 
no runes 

carved on stone it is found instead 
in strange symbols 
painted in ochre and charcoal 
deep in the underworld 


styx 
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painted on feathers on hides 
in the hearts of glaciers 
painted on 

mandrake roots 

the petals of orchids the wings of 

mayflies 

cry for dreams 

rend your clothes with wanting 
tie rags on the branches 
that the spirits hear you 
pity your need 

fill you with stars 


ofhawthorns 
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Torest Action Barbie 


I dreamed I saw Barbie 

it was after her 

breast reduction 
surgery 

“my back doesn’t hurt anymore” 
she told me 

she was wearing Birkenstocks 
and an Earth First! t-shirt 

and glasses 

’’those contacts really irritated my eyes” 

“I never knew they were brown” 

I said to her 
“politics” 

she replied 
around her neck 

a monkey wrench charm 

she still hadn’t gotten over those 
feminine details 

she was getting ready to go out 

on a forest blockade action 

“I’ve been camping for years in 
that pink Winnebago - 

it clashes with the trees” 

I wondered about her fashion sense 

she handed me a copy of 
Ecotopia 
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“forests forever” she said 
and turned 

and left me standing on the sidewalk 
it must have been the mushrooms 
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I. 


On the Species of Dreams 

Somnium vulgaris, the common dream 


they are found in offices 
under the copier 

dressed in ordinary clothes 

yesterday’s words 

and that song that won’t go away 

some drive red 
convertibles 

and have the faces of the famous 
faces of fifty-two elvises 
marie antoinette or mahatma 

gandhi 

their sensual nature is 
revealed 

in serpents in caverns in 

sometimes a cigar is just a cigar 

hot heavy pulse and shuddering jasmine breath 

tongues of warm soft flesh 

the books of their libraries 
cannot be read 

but their illuminations entwine the eyes 
lead the fingers 
trace the secrets of 

the knot 
cut 

by alexander 

they move with solemn grace 

through weddings where all the guests are naked 

all the gifts are vases all the food is blue 
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some are kings in byzantium 

high towers of glass and steel black streets barking dogs 

the glorious light of stars 

gates guarded by armored nights 

dazzling ladies in white samite 

and ancient brocade 

desire after power in their blood 

dreams in winter consider the scent of apricots 

they slumber on tropic beaches 
under palms in moonlight and 
magenta-flowered vines 

chop wood carry water is a path to enlightenment 

ii. Somnium terribilis, the nightmare 

there are dead men here 
and blood yes 
blood on the walls 
on the table 

i can tell he’s dead he’s not moving why isn’t he moving please breathe 
he’s not moving 

where are his eyes 

some have the fleshless heads of stags and speak 

with the voice of molten metal 

they sing high 

keening hymns 

the color of candles in the rain 

hymns that taste of salt and ink 

they follow 
unseen 
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but the sound of their hooves and their harsh 

ragged breath 

echoes 

they have knives 

objects in the mirror are closer than they appear 

obstetric dreams shred with steel instruments 
tear flesh from the womb of 

earth body writhing blood pain like birds impaled on spikes 
(don’t scream) 

some dreams are herded into boxcars 
by men in uniforms 
jackal-faced they grab at breasts with 
bone fingers talons of hot iron 
obsidian teeth 
whiskey breath 

heavy bodies pressing down savagely 

penetrating 

flesh 

no matter how often you wash you will never be clean again 

they hide inside familiar things 

dogs 

closets 

foxgloves 

grandfathers 

the swift falling sun 

books and phones and food 

they are silent as moths 

eyeless they watch and wait for 

one 

unguarded breath 
stand your ground 
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hi. Sommumfebrts, the fever dream 

the first thing you notice is the heat 

not the pleasant heat of tropic winds of august dusk of 

firelight 

in winter 

but desert bottom cast iron oven box 
solar flare burning the inside of the eyes 

everything here is endless 
slower than seven-year lilies 
slower than trees 

slower than the edge of the event horizon 
even time cannot escape the bone hands of 
dream 

the cashier at the corner store is 

a bald yellow vampire a spy from kafka’s kingdom taking 

notes in cuneiform 

among them the secret cause of 

sickness 

spoken in whispers 

there are larvae of corruption in your heart 

some of these dreams are dry as sandworms 
dry as cinnamon 
dry as lava and pumice cinders 
burying pompeii 

their lips are made of rust and powdered diamonds 
the pure wide pacific will not quench their ancient thirst 
nor all the vast blue nile 

lie down with dogs in aesclepian temples 
beat out the rhythms of the spirits of disease 
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breathe in the smoke of cedar and juniper 
brush off your limbs with the feathers of eagles 
and sing 

sing for your life 

iv. Sommum medltatio, the daydream 

they take you unaware 
drifting 

in the bright moment between one page 

and the next 

between yellow lines 

between the breath 

and the word 

ninety-three ways to kill your boss 
or at least make him 
damned uncomfortable 

they are fresh 

ripe blackberries in the heart of winter 
long walks on a rocky shore 
the sound of gulls 
crickets in evening’s shadow 

fifteen minutes of fame live here 

lovers like young gods 

and you have won ten million dollars 

perfect children and the nobel 

prize 

they are painless vacations where no one 
waits 

for the plane 

camping without mosquitoes 
the sun on your skin 
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tastes 

like mangos 
some are a company 

of heroes calling the secret of animal speech 

out from the blood of a dragon 

warrior runes are chanted 

by bards the world is kept 

by wise yarb women 

cunning men 

and elves 

there is whalesong here 

and forests rising a thousand years young 

clear pure rivers fishful cold swift as swallows 

no smoke on the horizon 

from here you can see to the end of the world 

lost lovers return to your bed 
promising forever 

reading basho and rumi by moonlight 
let them come 

v. Somnium parallelus, the parallel dream 

some dreams reveal 
another life 
our real life 

where everything is the same as here but 
different 

where everything is 
strange 

but somehow right 

we live in the real house 

you know the one we really own 
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a Victorian rowhouse warehouse mansion and swamp 

with attached brick apartments and a theatre 

our friends live here too 

in the various rooms 

and people we know like sisters but have 

never met 

the blonde woman 

the dark haired man and his dog 

the programmer and the circus clown 

we live on the second floor 

we live in the real Seattle 

in the desert on a river by the sea 

its city lights spell out words in an alien tongue 

strange eldritch syllables 

ideograms moving from tower to tower in waves 

in pulsing shimmering ripples 

between tall pines 

the lakes are here 

all around us 

mountains islands 

desert plants sagebrush cactus juniper 
ferns and salal and ivy 

the real alex says that 
all life 

is explained by the theatre 

the props the lights the costumes 

the great red velvet curtains hanging in faded splendor 

all the world s a stage 

performance the art oflife and we 

we stride forth on the stage 

creating our acts of will and magic 

a world within 

like crystal spheres within spheres in 
geometric precision 
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the perfect paths of our planetary orbits 
one around another our 
euclidean planes 

intersections foreordained by the hidden script 
all worlds are one at the center 
vi. Somniutn anima, the spirit dream 
nothing is as it seems 

in these dreams all things have speech and eyes and 
tongues 

of brass of silver of bright supple glass 
the stones are alive like fish 
like lions on the crest of autumn 
roaring mountain wisdom 

question the trees ask 
the alder the rowan the cedar 
where is the heart of the world 
birch marks the path 

it is under your lejtjoot 

do not believe but ask 

ask the hills 
ask the rivers 

ask the long green-necked waves 
all is true and nothing 
is revealed 
turtles know 

their burnt shells speak through cracks in time 
plant gods whisper in smoke 
sing in draughts of steam 
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rising 

from delphi’s earth 

the whirling stars dance like us 
dance like deer and bear 
like seals on white-flecked surf 
the steps of this dance 
will open gates 

raise the mist on the faery rath 
call up the barrow’s dead 

these dreams must be sought 

courted 

appeased 

their raiment is fervor and tears 

desire and longing and need 

sit in poet’s seat on hilltop tor in faery ring 

stay the night risking madness daring 

death for a taste of poetry’s mead 

the hiss and murmur of spirits 

five sips from the streams of perception 

three drops from the well 

some dreams sing of the future 
spirit songs 

that open one eye to time 

look deep and remember and then 

avert your gaze 

this gift of sight is a fearful wonder 
a breath of awe 
terrible wisdom 

ravel the warp and weft of fate 
threads that bind stars in their paths 
track dreams follow songs like wolves after prey 
like arrows like swans on the path of the moon 
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pursue them possess them like 
gems of fire 

too painful to hold too precious 
to release 

sing the house of dreams down from the stars 
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The ‘Restless 


Everyone dreams. 

Some cannot remember their dreams. Others 
wish they could forget. 

I would forget - 

forget I am 
falling 

for a thousand miles 

forget the cliff’s edge 

forget the terrible weight of closing walls 

falling ceilings 

thousands of tiny legs on my skin 

forget the ones who follow me in the night 

their rasping breath 

the glint of their knives 

forget the sound of their feet and the rain 

I would burn their uniforms 
strip them of sigils 
unclothe them 
reveal them 
steal away their power 

forget the hands 
on my body forget 
my nakedness 

and array myself in the colors of daylight 
in the seven jewels of Inanna 

forget my blurring sight 

forget I have no eyes no hands no feet 

forget my broken wings 

my speechless tongue 
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forget the blood forget the sharp piercing pain 
the sound of gunfire of screaming 

I would bury my walking waking dead 
put earth over their eyes 
keen their burial songs 
set them to rest 
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Spell against nightmares 


May nightmares be banished 
over the mountains 
over the ridges 
the hills 
over the sea 

beyond the ninth wave 

May they be banished 

past the horizon 
sent in the windstorm 
to gulls 
over the sands 

beyond the earths curve 

May nightmares be banished 

past Deimos and Phobos 
past Io and Titan 
beyond 

Saturn’s bright rings 

beyond the sun’s reach 

May they be banished 

to black-gated Hades 
to Cerberus’ master 
to ghosts 
deep in the earth 

beyond mortal ken 

May nightmares be banished 
diminished 
relinquished 

May dreams be prophetic 
and peaceful 
and painless 

May sleep be surrounded 
by spells 
and by gods 
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POETICS OF DESIRE 






poetics of desire 

hip and rib and 
roundness 
of breast 

length of arm and leg and hand 

structure of love 

planes of face and curve of 

bone 

describe your warmth to me 
define attraction like gravity 
holding planets in ellipse 
worshipping the sun 
this flesh our architecture 
lines of pure desire 

what grammar of lip and blood 

circumscribe 

the body defines 

what spirit lies in the breath 

wakens 

dry hearts 

from years of slumber 
desert realms of vast 
turquoise skies 
and here and there 

oases 

when you 
alone 

see your reflection 
in some pool 
in some mirror 
in the dilated pupil 
of a lover 
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that body 
your body 

the body of your lover 
becomes the breath 

of desire 

becomes the fiercest sun of desert dreams 
and one green oasis 

dune-smooth lines 
red sand skin 

ochre palm print in my heart webbed with mehndi 

this want our wings 

this body of speech our link 

this dance of wind 

our hearts 
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Duchamp’s Bride 


if you have ever thought of me 

in the dark 

alone 

if you have ever 
wanted 

to touch my skin 

breathe the scent at my throat 

(it is dusky and sweet) 

or taste the hollow there 

if you have ever 
wished 

for my warm breath at your ear 
my fingers on the buttons of 
your shirt 

to open it to the sky 

if you have ever 
imagined 

the touch of my lips 

tongues moving slowly together 

if you have ever 
longed 

for the heat of my body 

if you have ever 
desired 
my hands 

warm and soft 
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on your chest 
along your sides 
over your back 
your thighs 

even once 
for a moment 

then whisper 

ti ti 

yes 

and "please" 

if you have seen me 
through a window 
or passing by on the grey 
rainy street 

and have thought of me 
at night 

when you are alone 
even once 
whisper 
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animus 


twine and twine and curve 
with mine 
your tendril arms 
embrace 

your tongue 

is warm wet moss among 
the white stones of your teeth 
round caress of lips 
let me suck here 
spring of flowing fire 

tongue on tongue and lip on lip and 
sweet caress of hand and side and thigh 
and lie with me here 
grass 

your flesh 

your warm, brown flesh of fallen leaves 
height of summer 
weight of autumn 
the blanket of you 

your moan 

a sound of wind in cave 
the tenor of your pleasure 
my heart a speckled sparrow’s egg 
held in your palm 
warm, round, strong but fragile 
our hearts together eggs 
growing secret embryos of desire 
curve around the hidden sun 
yolk of love and passion 
golden 
in the dark 
our alembic 
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give me your breath 
the feel of you within me 
cunt chamber passage mound 
cock menhir omphalos 
our coniunctio 
axis mundi 

where we touch in hot body depth 
center of my cosmos 

i the rider you the mount 
you the mound 
you the sacred tumulus 
you within and moving 
slowly 

pressing deeper 

fill me fuck me 

solstice light in newgrange 

touching 

moving 

ragged breathing 
fuck me kiss me hold me 
heat and heart and motion 
light and light and golden light 
splitting carven curves 
mark of return and return 
endless 
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nhe first time 


strike me down 

one blow from your heart 
is all i ask 
just one kiss 

so the sky will open 

and i will hear stars 
for the first time 
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friends 


I have never touched your hair 
never brushed it back from your eyes 
my cheek has never been on yours 
and I have never 
whispered 

your name in your ear 


though you kissed me once 

in delight 

behind my ear 

so I know your lips are soft: - 

your eyes said you had no other choice 


I have never run my fingers down your sides 
or held you in my arms 
my legs wrapped around your legs 
our bodies bare and close in the dark 

my lips have never touched yours 

but I think of you 
far 

too often 
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<~the land between 


to limn the edges with darkness 
stray beyond the end of 
the known world 

here 

where crossroads and boundary 
are one 

who do you love? 

if you dip your hands in water 
trickling down 
fingers and wrists 

wet your lips with what’s in your palms 
is water diminished? 

when you stand between day 

and night and look to the morning and 

evening star 

to guide you 

past your own horizons 

do you love day or night better? 

or do you love both, and the land between? 

the center is everywhere 

no space between man 

and woman 

each heart at the center 

my heart at the center 

the edge and the center are one 

in love with both 

crossing the borderlands 

my feet in the land between 
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heat wave 


on a summer night 
warm as lovers’ lips 
we taste iced mango slices 
and red wine 
listen to Rumi 

my garden of earthly delights 
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<~touch 


oh let me touch you 
hold you 

breast to round breast 

heart to warm heart 

lip to soft lip 

hold you like angels 

kiss you like demons wild to tempt 

warm in my arms 

like lying with lions 

tracing your throat 

your collar 

your neck 

oh let me touch 
your leaf soft skin 
your long warm back 
the silk of your shirt 
and your lips 
line of your waist 
curve of your hips 

oh let me hold you embrace you 

caress you 

legs touching legs 

arms within arms 

close as a breath to a word 

close as a mind to a thought 

close as a leaf to the wind 
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Orca Heart 


An old man told me 

“Take big bites out of life; 
Moderation is for monks.” 

Am I a monk? 

If so, 

I am not a solemn monk, 
no earthbound-eyes-on-heaven monk; 
I am 

a fire-monk 
wind-monk 
a moaning-sea-monk 
whirling-galaxy-monk. 

I have coyote blood 
raven feathers 
lynx ears, peregrine eyes 
and the spots of salmon. 

I love with a hungry orca heart. 

I have fox flesh 

chameleon skin. 

Let me bare myself for you, 
fine pale flesh of the moon, 
changing scales, 
round breasts. 

Touch me soft 
with lips, tongue, fingers 
for I am a love-monk 
passion-monk 

animal-monk; 
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not like Francis or Marbhan. 

I do not tame the animals, 
psalm-singing. 

I am mad Suibhne of the trees. 
They enwilden me: 
desire-monk. 

Burning paws 
roll me in leaves 
and moss, 

rub me with ferns and ivy. 

Pursue me, 

I’m naked! 

Your wild cheetah heart is 
insatiable, ripe, swift as the wind - 
only the sky overtakes me, 

and you, 

for you are lightning 
and meteors 

and I have a mad orca heart. 
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IN CEDAR TIME 



‘in cedar time 


here between 
the mountains and the sea 
forests 
and mist 
the echoed 

voice of raven 
creating 
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From one astray , seeking soul-stke 


Cascades behind me 
Olympics before me 
facing west to the setting sun 
Kulshan my right 
Tahoma my left: 

Grandfather Snow-Face 
glacier crowned 

below me mountain ridge 
above me all the sky 

peak spirits 

stone spirits 

spirits of mountains 

I offer cedar, cedar and smoke 

offer salmon offer rice 

offer pure clear water 

mountains sound 
range round me 
steep face of protection 
keep strong lest destruction 
throw down the worlds 

before me behind me 
my right and my left 
below me mountain ridge 
above me all the sky 
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My Feathers Grow Out at Nifihv 


should the wind blow 
but a little harder 
I could spread my arms 
like wings 

spread my substance 

on the breath of the clouds 

and rise 

my body 

like fine webbing 

scattered between the stars 

I could call the hawk 

my sister 

and the owl 

my mother 

cousin eagle 

brother sparrow 

bluejay walks among my ribs 

on the verge of the trees 

I could spread my hands 

and catch the wind 

to carry me through cumulus 

sprouting feathers 

from my pores 

should the wind blow 

but a little harder 
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for an ft 


i wish to make life 
out of death 

and so i plant apples 

my tree 
my son 

my bright-cheeked apples 
this grave business 
death becomes life 

by this, all things are fed 
birds, deer, people 
with apples 

now he is here 
in the land of apples 
every year 
his gift to us 

apples 

the tree 
the blossoms 
the scent of apples 
sweet in the air 

my son 
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Song for the Dead 


When I sleep on 
your grave, 

whisper secrets to me. 

Give me a poem 
in grass and fallen leaves. 

Give me some rhyme of assurance. 

Sing to me the night. 

Tell me all is not gone 
into dust 
and rain, 

into smoke and ashes, 
gone to bone. 

Let me hear your voice, 

hear your 

silence. 

Let me 

sing with you, cry with you, 

make flutes of your bones 

that the music of your soul shall be heard. 

Let me make of your skull 

a drum 

that your pulse shall sound in me again. 

I will speak your name. 

I will utter it with reverence 
with tears 
with yearning 

with the voice of geese in flight. 

I shall wear 
your name 
about my neck; 
a word of holiness. 
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we grow in reefs 
like coral 

moment on moment 
image on image 
touch upon touch 

we are congregations of experience 

each memory leaves its sign 
its fossil trace 

we are colonies of memories armored with our past 
your eyes 

the way you breathe 

the twining of your fingers with mine 

at dusk 

we grow in rings 
like trees 

encircled by time by stars by the moving 
breathing sea 

we are touched by fire 

each memory bends us 

shapes us 

like fingers in clay 

strong as moving water 

we mould ourselves around them 

our shapes are the shapes of trees on the rocks of a deserted shore 
bowed by the hand of the hard north wind 

we are spells of making we are words 
we are ancient magic 
the sum of memory 
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we grow like roots in stony ground turning 
on rough pebbles 

we are shaped by love and terror and the sweet depth of longing 
we are memory 

below the surface of our lives 
we grow in reefs 
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poetry’s seed 


my body crumbles into words 

poems in my veins 

my breath is breathed in song 

there are secrets in the wrinkles of my skin 

i am buried 

poetry’s seed 

stories rise from my bones 
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That Slow Tire 

in memoriam Margot Locke 

Death burns in us all 

That slow fire that consumes us from within 
Cell by cell 
Breath by breath 

Until we dissolve into its embrace 

People die 
Species die 
Planets die 
Even suns die 
Fading to dark 

Or bursting forth with breath of fire 

Seen for a million million years after their death 

This is our boat of millions of years 
The soft fragile slip of ink on paper 
Ephemeral song passing through lips 
The pluck of fingers on guitar strings 
Memory and wind 

They say 

"Cattle die, kinsmen die 
the self must also die; 

I know one thing which never dies: 
the reputation of each dead man." 

They lie 

We will all vanish into eternity 
Each of us 

You who read these words 

I who write them 

Gone as every generation is gone 

Perhaps it has been a hundred years since they were written 
And you have never known me 
Even light vanishes at last into space 
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But we were 
And we are 

And what we do in our small fragile moments 
It matters 

So love while you may 
Regardless of fame or eternity 
For this 

The touch of flesh on flesh 
Is all there ever is 
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‘incubatiorb 


beneath 

the darkness is profound 

the body rots 

fuses with earth 

this the alembic 

this transformation 

the soul’s heat strikes sparks 

a forest rises from the grave 
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Stun against cold 


Well do I say the verse 

As I raise up my hand 

Let not the wearers of this cloth be cold 

Never be frozen 

Never be starved 

Let the cloth be a shield about them 
The hands of the gods over them 
The warmth of Brigid s cloak upon them 
A shield against hunger and want 
A wall against wind and rain 
A charm to bring health and joy 

I will make the charm on a Sunday 
To ward against cold and harm 
That warmth will embrace them 
That food will be given them 
That roof will be over them 
No trouble from men 
Nor from dreams 
Nor from spirits 

May the cloth be a charm 

For justice 

For peace 

For strength 

For shelter 

For plenty 

For kindness 

For joy 

For safety 

For health 

Well do I say the verse 
As I raise up my hand 
The hands of the gods over them 
The warmth of Brigid s cloak on them 
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'Tongue of hearts 

for Nuala ni Dhomhnaill, a response to Ceist na Tecmgan 
it is 

a question of language, you know 

all of our tongues 

the tongue of my birth is English, 
lingua franca 

some would say lingua futura, no doubt, 
but many have passed this way before; 

where is Latin, then 
or Sanskrit 

or the picture-words of Egypt, 
the mighty Greek of Alexander 
who conquered the world? 
where are the tongues of Babylon, 
sailing the Euphrates, 
now seen only 
pressed in the clay 
of millennia? 

and Gaelic too, 

once the language of poets, 

singers, 

keepers of law and rite, 

heir to the music of heaven itself? 

the tongue of my birth is the tongue of thieves 

it has stolen from all: 
crag and cosmos 
psyche and squash 
alcohol and alchemy 


121 


this tongue of thieves has stolen 
magic; 

not simply words but entire tongues have gone 
or are leaving 
or barely holding on 

I think that 
we 

should steal them back 
like Raven, 
or Prometheus 
gathering fire from the gods 

steal back the torn away tongues of our mothers 

our grandmothers 

our ancestors long gone to dust 

within me I have three tongues: 
the tongue of birth 
the tongue of speech 
and the tongue of hearts 

what is the tongue of your heart? 
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Book of Secrets 


in the heart of every thing 
is a tongue of fire 

the tongue is the instrument of the heart 
each thing sings the song of its being 
the song of its soul 

this song is power 

call the fox red-fur-mother 

call the mountain walks-the-horizon 

call the wolf son-of-earth 

call the river sings-over-stones 

call the cardinal fire-of-sunset 

call the stone brother-of-silence 

come with gifts 
come with praise 
come with silence 

come with soul songs and words of power 

this is the beginning of truth 

death walks among the spirits 
she is the warrior keeper-of-ravens 
fear her glance 
be wary 

fear soul-stealing by the hungry ones 
blights and night terrors 
there are spirits of sickness 
spirits of disease 
beware their powers 
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spirits hear small voices 
make your voice small 
make your heart humble 
make your spirit strong with song 
sing with your tongue of fire 
let your songs bum the night 

these songs will light your way 

place your feet on the path of songs 
sing the waystations of the trail 
in this way you will not lose your soul 

there are many secrets 
many kinds of power 
many ways of knowing 

look in small places 

hidden places 

the tunnels of mice 

the nests of birds 

the webs of spiders 

look in the raindrop 

look in the pebble 

look in the shell of the snail 

look in great places 

open places 

the tops of mountains 

the grey moving sea 

the river valleys 

look in the clouds 

look in the fire 

look in the cold night sky 

look in your heart 
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here abide secrets 

they are vessels of knowing 

on a night of winter stars 
walk the white cow’s track 
speak with the spirits there 
tell them a tale of origins 

in this way you may learn the future 

there are many secrets 

to hear - 
no 

to understand - 
that 

is the greatest secret 
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Joandinec 

[Ulchi - “when the shaman speals to good spirits''] 

The speech of spirits is dark, 

their hushed words drawn in flame before my eyes. 

This speech 

is of the nature of wind. 

Its patterns collapse in spirals like whirling galaxies, coiled dragons 
at their hearts. 

Murmuring spirits surround me. Their shapes are myriad. 

They change like the moon. 

They are in every thing, 
every stone, every drop of water. 

Obscurity 

is their tool. They are masters of 
the art of misdirection. 

Their speech is an image in silence, heavy as winter s cold approach. 


Spirits guard their names with 

words of power, 

rings of bright, bronze feathers, 

riddles written on autumn leaves, the susurration 
of the sea’s strong voice. 

The things they reveal are 
the least 

of their knowledge; 

secrets, 

healing songs, 

the age of the moon, 

the rising tide of time. 

Spirits hear 
small voices; 

my voice is small. It echoes in the darkness under the trees. 
My voice is like falling leaves. 

They will hear me. I know 
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they will speak 

their words of fire and indigo. 

They will write their words upon me. 

They will sit on my shoulders, 
hold to the rim of my drum, 
swing 

from my clothing. 

Their words will be the sound of iron bells 
ringing on my belt. 

They will pour their words through me; I am 
hollow. 

They flow from my lips like the swift flight of birds, 
flocks of words; they are 
living things. 

They are living things. Their words are alive - moving, dancing, 
soaring. 

We will speak together, the spirits and I. 

We will speak with the tongues of birds; 
voices of sparrows and swallows, 
of owls and eagles, 
iron tongues of iron birds, 

the shriek of gulls on the river. 

The speech of spirits burns. 
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Diver Down, 


a forest sways 

in the blue-green world, 

pulsing like breath 

or the sound of echoing drums, 

alive with silver shards, 
devouring mouths, with 
the distant moaning cries 

that rise 

like unholy dreams from the depths 
and beckon like mermaids 
calling sailors 

to their final kiss 
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Babalotb 


come to the city 
come to the ishtar gates 
come in from the field 
from the taiga 
come from the wild 
to the place of stone 
to the place of walls 
to the city of dreams 
to babalon 

come to the temple of ishtar 
come to the cavern of her womb 
come to the great bazaar 

come from the drums of the shamans 

come from the place where spirits dance 

come from the day and night of the newly made world 

and come 

to the city 

to the great city 

to the city of ishtar gates 

to the city of red walls 

of azure bricks 

where the lions the bulls the dragons 
peer out in astonishment 
at the flood of people 
at the wide tigris 
at the rising euphrates 

leave behind the animist past 
the shamans mask 
the sung bear chants 
and come 
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come to the place of clay-frozen speech 
come to the place of wild holy pleasure 
come to the place of the story teller 

and come 

to the city of dreams 
to babalon 
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Small Things 


This world is ten thousand fathoms 
deep 

in a sea of unknowing: 

silent 

dark 

dreamless. 

(Can you imagine what it is like to dream? 

Open your eyes; imagine this. . .) 

Small gods walk among the rocks of the shore. 

(Can you see the trace of their hands on the stones?) 
The tracks of their paws, 
of their hooves and their claws, 
are in your soul. 

(Can you feel them? 

They are heavy as night.) 

There is power in small things. 

The thistledown is holy, and the feathers of wrens. 
Fallen leaves are luminous in November rain. 

(You know this. 

It is burned on the leaves of your heart.) 

There are spirits in small things; 
in seedlings, in starlings, 
in smooth white pebbles. 

They whisper mysteries, speak of secrets 
found under stones, in the round nests of birds, 
amid tunnels of moles. 

(Can you hear them? 

Their voice is the sound of the wind.) 

In another world, this would be a dream, 

(imagine) 
a thing of power. 

This would be a sacred token, 
a holy relic 
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dyed in shades of midnight, 

kept in shrines of firelight and ochre. 

(You know this.) 

In another world, 
this 

would be truth. 


132 


Speak the drum song 


speak the drum song 
speak it with your body 


your sweat 

your sweat 

speak it with the rich thudding of your heart 
your bright, pounding feet 

speak the drum song 

your feet 

the drummer speaks fire with her hands 
speaks power with dark, ecstatic eyes 

her eyes 

speaks the call and response of the souls of the dead 
the thundering wail of spirits 

of spirits 

of trees and beasts 
of tightening sinew 
speak it with your body 
your blood 

your blood 

speak it spilled on fields and mountain sides 

an offering to ancestors 

dancing 

speak the drum song 

dancing their dreams 
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the drummer speaks bones and death in the vibrating skin 


speaks power in her moving arms 

her arms 

speaks the death of time in the space of a heartbeat 
and the silence between her hands 

her hands 

speak the drum song 

drum song 
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n heirsecrer 


at dusk the birds 
take off their feather 
cloaks they sit 

around their fires 
among the 
stars they speak 

in human tongues 
they speak of clouds and 
leaves they speak 

of how the sun 
warms their hollow 
bones they speak 

in whispers in gales 
of laughter in a thousand 
voices they speak 

in their tribes and nations 
in voices carried on the 
wind they sit 

among the stars 
among their feather 
cloaks they speak 

in human tongues 
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all there is 


love the world 

love every green vein of Gaia’s blood 
love the billion bright eyes of Ouranos 

looking down from the vault of night 
lift up the pulse and surge of Okeanos in your prayers 
lift up the wine-dark waves 
lift up his deep blue flesh in your palms 
love the blinding face of Apollon 

who walks the horizon singing 

love the world 

with every breath 
with all that breathes 
on the wind’s clear path in the sky 

loose the arrows of love 
call upon Eros to pierce your soul 
with one green dart 
with one rich kiss 
with one sweet word 

love the world 
for she is all there is 
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and passion of the Earth warrior— “my poems burn like stars/ they fall like spears from the 
oil-black sky. It is a hymn of praise to the old gods, written in the long tradition of poets as 
dreamers of new worlds, and re-memberers of old ones. Indeed, Laurie’s poetry reminds us all 
that humanity cannot face its struggles with either mushy platitudes or militarist cliche; we 
require the nuance of the poet who dances courageously on the edges, between the struggle and 
the embrace. —Theodore Richards, author of Cosmosophia and The Crucifixion 

"At the sharp edges of Dreams and Desires I have found a kindred spirit of the shining 
endarkenment.” -James McDowell, author of Night, Mystery dr Light 

Erynn Rowan Laurie is a writer, poet, and professional madwoman living on the 
shores of the Salish Sea. Author of Ogam: Weaving Word Wisdom, she is inspired by the 
early Irish poetic tradition and the place of the geilt, the mad poet, in Irish myth and lit- 
erature. Born in New England, she joined the Navy and traveled to Hawaii and the west 
coast, where she fell in love with western Washington and has spent the last three 
decades getting to know the land, the waters, and the dreamscape of her chosen home. 
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